TheTragedie 

iViU prouc as bitter, blacke aad tragically 
Withdraw thcc wretched MargArtty'n\\QCovat% heere. 

Enter the ^^eengy and the^DHtcheffeefTarke, 

Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes* 

My vnblowne flow cr,new appearing fwcets, 

It yet your genclcioules flic in the aire, 

And be not hxt in doomc pcrpetuall, 

Houerabouemewith your airie wings. 

And hcareyour mothers lamentation* 

^ Mar* Houer about hcr,fay that right for right. 

Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

Wilt thou O God flic from fuch gentle lambcs. 

And throw them in the mtrailcsof the Wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

^Ih. Mar. When holy Mary died, and my fweet ^on* 
Dntch. Blind fight,dead life, poorc mortaU lining Ghoft, 
Woes feeane, worlds lhame,graues dueby life vfurpt. 

Reft theirvnreft on £»^4i«<jltlawfull earth, 

Vnlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue. 

As thou canft yccld a melancholly feat. 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them hccte .* 

0 who hath any caufc to mourne but 1 i 
But. So many miferies haue craz'd my voice 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe, 
EdwardPhntiigcnet, why art thou dead? 

^.tMar. IfancicntforrowbemoftrcucrcnJ, 

Giue mine the benefit of figniorie, 

And let my woes ffownc on thevpper hand, 

Iffbrrow can admit focietic, 

Tell ouer yout woes againe by viewing mine: 

1 had an Edttard, till a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edt>ard,tiiWRichard kild him. 

Thou hadft a tilla kild him. 

1 had a %icbard too, and thou didft kill him; 

I had uRutland too, and thou holpft tokillhiro. 

^u.tJUar.Tbou hadft a C/areftcetoOftOlRichardkuahitM' 
From forth the kenotU of thy wotnbe hath crept. 


of Richard the Third, 

Ahcll-hound thatdoth hunt vs all to death, = 

ThatDogge that had his teeth before hiseyes 
To worrie lambes,,a0d lap their gentle bloods, 

Thatfouk defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Xily wombe let loOfe to chafe vs to our graucs, 

0 vpright) iuft,andtrue difpoflng God, 

How do 1 thanke thee,that this carnall curre 
preyeson theilfue ofhis mothers bodie, 

And makes her puc-fellow with others monc. 

Dut. O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes,, 

God witnelfe with me, 1 haue wept for thcc. 

^.Mar. Bcarewithme,Iamhungryforrcuengc,- 
A^now 1 cloie me with beholding it: 

Thy he isdcad,thatftabd my 

Thy other Sdmrd dead, to quite my Edward, 

YongTor^, he is'butb6ote,becaufe both they 

Match not the high perfeftion of my lolTe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my Edward^ 

And the beholders of this Tragickc play, 
’lbi^i^wittHafiings^Riuers,Vattghait,^aj, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie grades, 
yet liues, hcls blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faftor to buy fbuks. 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 
Enfueshispitteous,andvupitticdend, 

Earth gapes,hels burncs, fiends roarc, Saints pray,' 

To hauenim fiiddenly conucyedaway. 

Cancell bis bond of life dcarc God I pray , 

That 1 may Hue to fay the Dog is dead. 

O thou didft prophcfie the time w ould c6me 
Thw 1 fliould wifl] forthce to helpe me curlTc 
That bottcld fpider,that f oulc hunch-backt toad. 

Mar. I cald the then, vainc flourifh of my fortune, 
IcalJ theethen poorertiaddow,paintedQueenc, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 

The flattering i ndex oFa dircfull pageant. 

One hcau’d a high, to be hurld downc below, 

Amothcr onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, abubblc, 
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